THE EVE OF PEACE
afraid that they might see the suffering in her face and
tried to assume a calm, indifferent expression. But the
people who glanced into the compartment only thought:
"How tired that woman with the lieutenant's epaulettes
looks."	^	^	^
In the morning Julia Dmitriyevna and Suprugov said
goodbye on the platform.
"Are you taking the tram?" he asked.
"No/9 she replied. "I shall walk, it's not far."
"Shall I get you a porter?"
"No, thanks. I can manage myself/'
Her voice was firm and commanding, and as he looked
at her he thought: "The woman miscalculated. But she
hides it well"
She was the first to say goodbye, but her voice
suddenly broke, and there was almost a sob in it.
"Au revoir, my dear," he corrected her gently. "We'll
soon be meeting again in the hospital train.**
He kissed her hand, she snatched it away quickly and
awkwardly and walked swiftly along the station platform,
broad and clumsy, her heavy suitcase in her hand*
After having breakfast that morning in the train, he
had reckoned up the remaining food, carefully divided it
into two equal portions and put some tins and packages
into Julia Dmitriyevna's suitcase. There was something
so humiliating in his dividing the tins and the bacon that
her throat contracted at the memory of it
Pale and gloomy, her Hps pressed tightly together,
she went through the crowded station square.
"Julia Dmitriyevna! Julia Dmitriyevna!** came a
desperate call from behind her* She looked round—
Vaska was flying after her in her army tunic and coal-
black brows from nose to temple.
"Vaska," said Julia Dmitriyevna, taken aback,
"what*s the matter, Vaska?"
"Oh, goodness, I've been coming here every mom to
meet you. Oh what a good thing I didn't miss you!"
"Not mom, morning,55 Julia Dmitriyevna corrected
her mechanically.
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